SCENE in

SCENE : .4 register office. This is winter. This
register office must not be imaginable in any summer.
It is cold perpetually. The furniture is quite adequate
and municipal, but the lighting is well under the
weather. Three desks are in a row at the back, facing
the audience. The centre desk is more distinguished
and has a leather chair. Behind^ against the flat R.9
is a very high safe. On the other side of back L. is a
window. Through the window comes the thick amber
gloom of an obscene metropolitan fog. There is a
door down R. and another door up L. A municipal
f,re-grate in right flat, in which a municipal fae is
burning. On the opposite side, L.y a long wooden
bench runs along the whole length in front of flat
almost up to the door L. There is a little holly berry
hung about the place. There must be sufficient of
this holly for the audience to notice it. The door
down R, is the public door ; the one up L. is private.
A CHARWOMAN with a pail of water is commen-
cing to wash the stones at the bottom of the main
door down R.

A SMALL YOUTH, a sort of junior clerk, comes in
from private door with some papers and a large
book, which he places on the centre desk.

YOUTH : What you doing ? You can't do that.
We got a marriage.

WOMAN : Wen ?
YOUTH : Now. Ten-fifteen.
WOMAN : Well, I didnjt know.
YOUTH : It's on the board.

WOMAN : Well, I didn't know. Funny sort of
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